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the milky moonlight a rock which I remembered sighting on
the previous afternoon; it was the rock of Djeyn, an outlying
point of the Sowadah group, and now at some distance on our
leeboard. " Courage !" I cried out, " there is Djeyn." "Say
it again; say it again ; God bless you!" they all exclaimed, as
though the repetition of the good news would make it of yet
better augury; but I perceived that none of them had his senses
enough about him to see the black peak, which now loomed
distinct over the sea. " Is it near ?" asked he of Djebel-'Okdah.
"Close by," I answered, with a slight inaccuracy, which the
duty of cheering the crew might, I hope, excuse: " pull away;
we shall soon pass it." But in my own individual thought I
much doubted the while whether we ever should, so rapidly
did the boat fill from the spray around, while a moment's mis-
steerage would have sent us all to the bottom.

Another hour of struggle : it was past midnight, or there-
abouts, and the storm, instead of abating, blew stronger and
stronger. A passenger, one of the three on the beam astern,
felt too numb and wearied out to retain his hold by the spar
any longer; he left it, and swimming with a desperate effort up
to the boat, begged in God's name to be taken in. Some were
for granting his request, others for denying; at last two sailors,
moved with pity, laid hold of his arms where he clung to the
boat's side, and helped him in. We were now thirteen toge-
ther, and the boat rode lower down in the water and with more
danger than ever; it was literally a hand's breadth between life
and death. Soon after another, Ibraheem by name, and also a
passenger, made a similar attempt to gain admittance. To
comply would have been sheer madness; but the poor wretch
clung to the gunwale and struggled to clamber over, till the
nearest of the crew, after vainly entreating him to quit hold
and return to the beam, saying, "It is your only chance of life,
you must keep to it," loosened his grasp by main force, and
flung him back into the sea, where he disappeared for ever.
"Has Ibraheem reached you?" called out the captain to the
sailor now alone astride of the spar. " Ibraheem is drowned,"
came the answer across the waves, " Is drowned," all repeated
in an undertone, addirig, "and we too shall soon be drowned
also." In fact such seemed the only probable end of all our
endeavours. For the storm redoubled in violence; the billing